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	1. Chapter 1

We can change

We'll be able to change

I'm sure of it

We really are weak creatures, but that's why we strive to become stronger

Even if you feel it's useless, each step we take leads to something great.

Hohenheim fiddled nervously with his tie as he lingered at the end of the front garden path. The garden was pretty, Trisha's mother had always made sure the flowers were well presented. He never really did dating, but Trisha was different. When he looked at her she was a like a ray of sunshine. She lit up his whole world. He loved her auburn hair that had glints of red when it caught the light. The way she smiled made him feel all warm inside, he smiled idiotically. His nerves set he almost marched to her door and knocked firmly. He was met by her mother. She wore an apron, had brown hair (just like her daughters) and her eyes crinkled in delight when she saw him. She welcomed him and called for Trisha to come down. They made polite conversation and Hohenheim was started to relax a little.

As he heard a creak he looked up. There he saw her coming down the stairs, her hair was loose and wavy. She wore a cute dress with small pockets and bows on the outside. She smiled when she saw him, her youthful glow brightened the room with an intoxicating affect. As she reached the bottom of the stairs she reached for his hand and asked, "Shall we go." She shyly looked down, but on seeing him speechless and seemingly unable to move gently grabbed his hand and pulled him out of the house. As they walked down the path she called goodbye to her mother who was desperately waving a camera and begging for 'just one picture'.

As they walked towards the café in town they were silent. Hohenheim ran through a million ideas for conversation in his head but failed to settle on even one. Him, a man who was once a slave boy and was immortal. Thwarted by a twenty-something human, she looked at him sweetly and slid her hand into his. It felt so good, her and him, hand in hand. As natural as time turning. She faced forward again, but until she had seen the glimpse of red on his cheeks at the sweet intimacy of the albeit limited touch. He began to speak, "so, what do you do in a town like this?" He asked, his face looking determined.

She glanced up, "Not much, to be honest!" Trisha exclaimed, throwing her head back and laughing, "It's a pretty small town." She pointed to a small grocery shop, where a woman waved at her. She waved back and continued, "I work there part time, until, well, life happens." She sighed.

"What about you? What do you do, oh mysterious Hohenheim?" She giggled and squeezed his hand. He balked and stuttered, "Well, I travel, mostly." He wondered how much he could tell her, or should. He had never told anyone his true story, mostly because they would have thought him mad. But he felt like he could tell her everything!

She frowned at this response, "You've got to be a bit more interesting than that! All my past boyfriends have been extremely interesting!"

They paused and he looked at her. She was half looking, half glancing at him. She was biting her lip and looked sheepish but daringly at him. "Does this mean?" He started to ask, but she was too quick.

She reached up and pulled him down into a kiss. Her lips were hot and moist. Her tongue darted daringly into his mouth and he could feel himself pull her closer to his great frame. She broke the kiss, slightly flushed and out of breath.

She whispered sweetly, with a hint of the hidden seductress, "Its official, now tell me everything."

He stared at her in disbelief. She was the single most amazing person in the world right now. Not only was she sweet, but she was also deliciously devilish and she had awoken in him a hope for humanity he had long thought had died. She alone had fanned the flames of his desire and his hope for living.

He pulled her close to his chest in a tight embrace and whispered, "You are my world, if there's hope for humanity, that means there's hope for me. And hope for us." He smiled, a single tear rolled down his face, she smiled back at him, wiped the tear away and said, "Indeed there is!"

And with that they continued down the road, chatting and glancing now and again at one another. Hohenheim due to disbelief and Trisha to love.


	2. Chapter 2

Hohenheim stood at the front of the church, his hands clasped together at his front. From any onlooker he would have seemed almost stern in the face of such a beautiful day. He held himself as taught as a string, but he was wound too tight. Hohenheim was on the edge of a huge ugly tears. He couldn't believe it. He had been on this world for longer than he cared to recall and all he could think of was how amazed he was. That Trisha had just waltzed into his life, like a leaf on the wind, and changed him forever. A hush fell over the church, and as the music started to play Hohenheim stared dead ahead. He knew if he saw her he would cry.

He heard gasps of joy and such wonderful comments, how lucky he was to win the hand of such a beautiful woman. He felt a hand on his shoulder, he looked. He was awestruck. She was wearing a clean, crisp white gown that bellowed with hundreds of metres of material from her waist. She had a bouquet of bronze chrysanthemum, forget-me-not, larkspur and orange blossoms. They contrasted like autumnal colours against the purity of the dress. She was beaming at him, her eyes twinkled mischievously under the subtle make-up and her natural beauty. He could feel hot and heavy tears start to form, but before they could fall she embraced him a tight hug.

Everyone 'awed' and they held one another. She pulled her face close to his ear and whispered, "The time for tears is an age away my love, plus, I have a surprise." She pulled away slightly and rested her hand on her skirt where her belly was. He widened his eyes, surprised, shocked and amazed. He placed his hand over hers and whispered, "Is it true?"

She smirked and replied, "Yes, all we have dreamed of. It's finally happened." She smiled again, a tear fell from her eye, he wiped it away. Hohenheim said to her, "As long as I live will always love and protect you," he paused, placing a hand over hers, "And our children."

She laughed and kissed him, "I love you, you old stone, you!"

With that they broke their embrace and continued with the ceremony. They snatched glances at one another during the nuptials. He noticed she really was glowing, she was almost ethereal. He wished he could protect her from the world, his world.

But for now they united as one person, with a simple, "I do!"


	3. Chapter 3: The Nightmare - Part 1

Hohenheim woke soaked in a cold sweat, he sat abruptly upright, flinging the covers off him in an attempt to cool down. He gasped and caught his breath. Trisha, woken by his frenzied movement rubbed her eyes and asked, "What's wrong dear?"

He stared at her, but his eyes were stuck in a place of torment. All he could see was the past he had hoped to forget, the nightmare he had just woken from. Trisha placed her hands on his heavily breathing torso and stroked his chest. "It's okay, "She cooed, "Just a dream. You're here with me now. It's all fine. The baby's happy and I'm happy, what more could you want?" She beamed at him, radiant even at this ungodly hour. At the mention of the baby Hohenheim could feel himself go white. He saw her small hand on the fledgling bump and he pulled his wife into a tight embrace. She was shocked but hugged him back, as best she could, tightly.

"What was the dream?" she murmured into his shoulder. He merely shook his head and she could feel hot, wet tears roll onto her back. She hugged him even stronger, if only she could give him her strength. Share his pain the burden of his existence, but he never like to talk about it. After all, he had lived so many lives, and lost so many. Why, when she had met him he was disillusioned and passive about humans and his own existence. But she had made it her mission to make him whole again. And now they had a beautiful house, a baby on the way and life couldn't be sweeter. She only wished she could have the baby sooner, if only to bring him that last bit of hope he needed.

They broke the hug, his face was red, and she sweetly wiped the tears away and kissed him on the cheek. "Just remember what you have now," She sternly but supportively told him. "I am going no-where, and you are going to look after us," she paused to grab his hand and place it on her belly, "me and our little gemstone." She smiled and saw his face brighten, just a little. The fear was still there, of what she didn't know and no capability of understanding. But she did her best, and that was enough for him, no them.

Hohenheim smiled back and squeezed his hand slightly, the pressure made the baby kick. His eyes widened in happiness. But inside he was tinged with sadness and loss. He was blessed to have Trisha and this new hope, but he had lost so much. He hugged Trisha again and kissed her forehead.

"Thank-you for saving me." He stated, his voice full of gratitude. She merely kissed him, then said "As long as we have each other, we can weather anything life throws at us! Philosophers stone or not, ha-ha!"

He smiled again, and overcome with love for his wife kissed her deeply and tenderly, she in turn kissed him. Before they could continue she broke the kiss and laughed, "Just need to go pee!"

Hohenheim couldn't believe how much he loved her as he watched his pregnant wife waddle slightly to bathroom.


	4. Chapter 4

Hohenheim had dreamed of Xerxes. Of the tall buildings in gothic design, with the amazing palace and the workshop in which he had practiced alchemy his whole life. He had dreamt of the day that had changed everything. When he had been so proud of the king. They had finally, after all these years of hard work and planning created the right conditions. But once the red lighting had raised around him to dream turned dark. He being pulled into a sea by the bodies of his friends and family. Then he looked around him the sea was in fact just bodies. All screaming in anguish. They were all saying one thing. Help me.

He saw himself at the top of the sea, laughing manically as spurts of red flew in his body. He pointed at his body in the sea and laughed. He moved the body of his wife and children to float next to him. They all screamed open mouthed at him as this giant kissed them each in turn on the mouth. They went slowly more still as the kiss lasted longer. Until they left lifeless onto the bulging masses below. Their eyes and mouths open and distended. He screamed at them, and himself to stop the slaughter. The giant merely laughed and echoed in his own voice.

"You gave me this power, you wanted to help the king and make me free. "It's all YOUR fault!" he cackled and pointed at his family. "Their dead because of you! They are all dead, because you wanted to better yourself."

As the giant pointed at him accusingly Hohenheim screamed in agony. He woke suddenly covered in sweat and with Trisha's soft and warm hand on his arm.


	5. Chapter 5

The bleeding had started on the Monday. Now it was Friday and only 5 months into her pregnancy Trisha was losing the baby. They sat in hospital as she lay on a bed with nurses frantically trying everything to stop the contractions and the bleeding. Hohenheim exuded a relatively calm exterior, to comfort his increasingly frantic wife. But inside he was crumbling. They had named the baby for god sake, he had talked to it through the bump. They were both so excited to bring a life into the world. He had been given a new chance to have and protect a family. And now, with every drop of blood and contraction it was one step further away. He squeezed Trisha's hand tight, as if attempting to stop time. Finally at 7pm on the last Sunday in August Trisha gave birth to a tiny little girl. She was so small she fit inside Hohenheim hand three times over. As the staff sadly started to wrap up the child and take her away Trisha demanded to see her. They looked slightly annoyed but obliged. She held the child and opened the wrapping to see her face. She planted a kiss softly on the baby and said "Goodnight, my angel. We'll see each other in heaven."

Hohenheim went over to the bed and held them both in his arms. He felt Trisha's shoulders start to fall heavily, her breathing became shallow and she started to cry hot and heavy tears. He handed the baby, his child, back to the nurses. Her face was so small. She was perfect, well almost. He kissed her head and whispered, "I'm so sorry we never got to hear your voice Willow."

He reached over to hold Trisha close as they both wept heavily. The sheets and pillows were stained with the salty tears they shed over their departed daughter. He held Trisha as she wept until she fell asleep. Her face was red and blotchy, and her eyes swollen. He marched out of the room. How could this have happened? He wracked his brain to come up with reasons and what they could do to fix this. He was a philosopher's stone, why couldn't he save his own daughter. He slammed his fist into the wall and in a flurry of tears fell to the floor. He stopped for hours, he must have dozed off at one point. He dreamt of his daughter and Trisha running around their home. Them baking cookies and looking at his books.

His books! He gasped and realised he knew what he could do. He hurriedly ran into his wives room and poked his head around the door, she was still sound asleep. But much more calm and tranquil now. He left a note and quickly went home to study. He knew exactly what he needed to do, he just needed to work out how to do it.

*a few hours later*

Trisha woke up, she heard the sound of a baby crying and reached out almost instinctively for her child. Her breasts felt heavy with milk. She gasped, recalling the events of the previous day and yelled out. "Honey, where are you?" She could feel herself start to shake, she reached to the bed side cabinet for a cardigan and saw the note. She picked it up.

"I'm so sorry this had to happen to you, to us.

We didn't deserve this pain.

I will fix this.

I love you.

H x"

She looked sadly and confused at the letter, what was so important that he would leave her like this. She needed him. She hoped it was a bloody good excuse.


	6. Chapter 6

Hohenheim had spent the night in deep study with his books, and he had found the answer, and exactly how to do it. On the way home he stopped by the market to pick up some food and supplies. Trisha looked at his list in the car. She was still annoyed by his disappearance the day before. The first part of the list seemed pretty normal; broccoli, cabbage, pasta, tomatoes, flour (both), milk, eggs. But as she scanned down she saw other things, things she didn't even know what they were! Ammonia, Carbon, Lime, Phosphorous, Salt, Iron and Silicon. She looked at him, narrowing her eyes. "Why do we need all these things?" she asked. Hohenheim turned pale white as she asked. He sat in the car and said, "I can explain why. It's to, to…"

He trailed off. He could see her grow more suspicious. "Well spit it out then," she said, almost aggressively. He widened his eyes in fear and said, "Well, it's to bring Willow back. I want to transmute out baby."

Trisha's mouth fell open in shock. Bring her child back with alchemy. She placed her hands on her empty bump. She could still feel the after effects of the pregnancy. Her breasts ached with sadness that she had not been given a chance to even feed her child. The cramps were a bitter-sweet reminder of what had happened. Her child was gone, but was in her husband's power to bring her back to them. Her face grew stoic as she said, "If that's what you think is right. Do it." She looked at him as he smiled at her. It pained her, all she could see was her child's eyes. Hohenheim said, "Well, I'll go get some bits. You wait here and rest." He patted her hand and kissed her. It made her heart flutter.

Trisha sat in the car wondering if what they wanted to do would work. Or if it was even right. God had taken away their child. For what reason she did not know. She wanted so much to see the face of her little Willow again. But, human transmutation. Even the name made her shiver. It felt wrong. What would the consequences be? He had explained best he could alchemy, the only parts she understood a little was the concept of equivalent exchange. What price would they, no he have to give in order to have their baby back?

When they got home he asked her if she was hungry. She refused food. She watched as he drew out the circle in their front room. He had had to move the armour and other furniture to make space. He measured out all the ingredients and lay them out. He looked like a hopeful child. So excited at the possibility of a new discovery, despite the soul destroying reason behind it.

He turned to face her, wiped his brow and said, "Final stage now, all we need to do it put our blood in with the mixture and I'll do the rest. Make sure you stay back, I want you to be safe." He moved toward her with a knife. He handed it to her and beaconed her over to a pot of what looked like ashes. "This is what humans are made of?" she asked, shakily.

He nodded grimly, "Humans are pretty base, to be honest." He said and swiftly apologised as he saw the look on his wives face. "Sorry, old habits die hard I guess." He took her hand and squeezed it. "Are you ready? All you have to do is cut your finger and drop the blood in the mix." He smiled supportively.

But Trisha stepped back. "No." she said.

He looked shocked, "But I thought you agreed, to see our daughter?" His eyes started to water as he looked at the resolve on his wives face. She pulled him away from the set up and into the corridor. She looked at him, he was trembling.

"I know that your, your trying to do the right thing. That your trying to fix this, but this is not a thing that can be fixed." She reached for his hand and held it tight. It was the most they had touched in over 24 hours. "For whatever reason, this child did not live." She felt herself start to cry. "No, Willow did not live. But there is a reason and doing this might not bring her back. And it may even take you away from me." She started to weep, he pulled her close and they both drew strength from the mutual warmth of one another. "I can't lose you as well." She mumbled incoherently into his chest.

He sighed heavily as tears fell from his face onto his wives shoulder. "I just, I just wanted to make you happy. I couldn't even make her live, I just thought if I could use my power to bring her back, we could be a family." He could feel his breathing grow heavy and shallow. "Before you life meant nothing, existence meant nothing. I felt nothing. Thanks to you I have felt warmth, compassion, love and so much more. And this. This raw emptiness inside. I was so excited to have a child to raise with you. And now she's gone." They both fell to the floor, holding one another so tight. Rooting themselves in each other. "I'm so sorry I put you through this, this is wrong. She's gone and we just have to, to, to deal with that." They both wept heavily, their tears attempting to fill a raw void of loss. But it could never be filled with the sad salty tears of grief. A few minutes later they leant heavily against the wall of the corridor. Unable to move, afraid to face the mistake they almost made in the front room or face the reminder of their child in the back room of the nursery.

They just sat and looked at each other, their hands firmly interlocked. Yes this was painful and they missed their daughter terribly. But together they could face anything. And they would.


End file.
